BEGINNING OF THE VENTURE     97

"The summer of his marriage found us on
the ocean together, on the way to Berlin. By
a series of misadventures, after arranging for
a most comfortable crossing, we were changed
from steamer to steamer, until finally we were
forced to cross in the 'City of Montreal/ an
old, slow steamer, sorely trying the patience
of our expectant bridegroom. The voyage
proved cold and stormy, and John was not a
good sailor, but we still managed to get much
amusement out of the passengers on deck, giv-
ing them fictitious names and characteristics.
One, a little priest, who walked the deck with
a tall brother, we found was a high-placed
church official, on a mission to the Pope. He
was so gentle and amiable looking, we called
him the ' little dear/ and years afterwards John
loved to allude to him. When Queens town
was reached, we bade each other a temporary
farewell until we met again in Berlin, where
opened for him the great, supreme blessing of
his life. On meeting us at the station, he
briefly summed up his disapproval of German
red tape and officialdom, which fretted his
active, impulsive spirit, and when we were
mounting in the elevator in the hotel, he called
out to the operator,' Oh, do put in another tea-
spoonful of water/ so slow it seemed to us after
our swift American methods."

When this old friend thus called his mar-
riage the "great, supreme blessing of his life/'
she wrote no mere phrase, but summed up the
high and beautiful truth. To the woman course,
